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Y\  HATH,  having  failed  its  test  when 
Jesus  awakened  as  from  a siesta  in  the 
tomb,  stands  before  His  majesty  forever 
defeated.  The  tremendous  miracle  proves 
to  the  ages  that  He  is  God  and  His  doctrine 
the  truth;  and  has  become,  by  the  sheer 
logic  of  its  implications,  the  very  touchstone 
of  the  Faith.  Saint  Paul  minces  no  words 
about  that.  Had  the  Resurrection  not  taken 
place  after  Jesus  had  predicted  it  would, 
the  failure  would  nullify  His  claim  to  be 
divine.  Whatever  a false  prophet  is,  he 
cannot  be  God. 

History  Leaves  No  Doubt 

But  it  did  take  place.  No  fact  has  been 
more  firmly  established  in  history,  by  the 
converging  testimony  of  foe  and  faithful 
alike,  than  the  early-morning  discovery  that 
the  Crucified  who  had  been  buried  was  no 
longer  in  the  tomb.  No  other  event,  cer- 
tainly, has  so  affected  the  world  in  which 
Easter  shares  with  Christmas  a supremacy 
among  holidays  and  indeed  gives  of  its 
splendor  to  the  jubilant  observance  of  the 
great  birthday.  Strike  Easter  from  the  calen- 
dar, and  out  of  Christmas  would  go  all  the 
hope  that  now  sings  in  a thousand  carols. 

Let  us  see  why.  On  Good  Friday,  thirty- 
three  years  after  His  birth,  our  lifeless 
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Saviour  was  taken  down  from  the  cross, 
then  laid  securely  away  in  the  sepulchre. 
The  hours  that  followed  through  the  night, 
and  through  the  next  day  and  the  night 
after  that,  were  filled  with  anxiety  for  the 
apostles,  who  had  (all  but  John)  gone  into 
hiding.  Nobody  had  to  warn  these  men,  for 
they  knew  from  how  they  felt,  that  the 
divinity  of  their  Master  was  on  trial;  that 
that  tomb  held  the  answer  one  way  or  the 
other.  In  fear,  they  kept  out  of  sight. 

But  if  the  apostles  feared  that  Jesus 
might  not  arise,  the  inimical  authorities  very 
much  feared  He  would  — and  with  plenty  of 
reason.  After  all,  this  Man  had  wrought 
indisputable  wonders  in  His  lifetime,  had 
died  with  a deliberate  grandeur  unheard  of 
before,  and  besides  — had  He  not  served 
notice  that  He  would  break  out  of  the 
tomb?  No  chances  were  to  be  taken  with 
such  a one.  Now  that  they  had  Him  under 
control  at  last,  they  must  keep  Him  there. 
Accordingly,  a huge  boulder  was  rolled 
against  the  door  of  the  sepulchre.  Hostile 
soldiers  stood  guard. 

The  hours  dragged. 

Then  dawned  that  third  day,  and  lo! 
the  portals  of  the  tomb  flashed  open  as  into 
the  morning  sunshine,  true  to  His  promise, 
stepped  forth  the  risen  Saviour,  walking 
calmly  back  into  the  world  He  had  made. 
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Nails  and  spear  had  done  their  worst,  yet 
here  He  was  at  large  again,  serene  and 
majestic,  the  omnipotent  Conqueror  of  death. 
They  had  buried  Him  to  no  avail.  His 
countenance.  His  five  wounds,  radiated 
divinity. 

The  Tomb  was  Empty 

When  the  holy  women,  led  by  the  im- 
petuous Magdalene,  arrived  on  the  scene, 
having  discussed  on  the  way  how  they  would 
manage  to  remove  the  heavy  stone,  they 
were  struck  breathless.  The  stone  had  been 
pushed  aside;  the  sepulchre  flung  open.  ''Do 
not  be  terrified,”  an  angel’s  voice  reassured 
them.  "You  are  looking  for  Jesus  of  Naz- 
areth, who  was  crucified.  He  has  risen.  He 
is  not  here.  Behold  the  place  where  they 
laid  Him.” 

They  looked,  and  what  they  saw  was  the 
triumphant  emptiness  of  that  tomb.  Forsaken 
of  Christ,  it  had  promptly  become  an  open 
reservoir  for  man’s  holiest  aspirations;  a 
treasure  chest  of  glorious  certainty;  the  rea- 
son why,  with  every  return  of  the  great  feast 
of  Easter,  the  Church  fills  her  sanctuaries 
with  the  gaiety  of  music,  fragrance  and 
color,  a riot  of  flowers,  incense,  lighted 
candles  and  jubilant  Alleluias.  It  explains 
why,  until  the  end  of  time,  the  generations 
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will  kneel  to  the  question,  ”Who  do  you  say 
that  I am?”  and  share  with  Peter  the  ageless 
beauty  of  the  truth,  "'Thou  art  the  Christ, 
the  Son  of  the  living  God.” 

Our  Blessed  Lord  walked  among  men,  the 
Answer  to  their  immortal  needs.  He  stood 
in  the  Temple,  the  Fulfillment  of  the  proph- 
ets. He  demonstrated  His  omnipotence 
by  miracle  after  miracle  so  that  faith  in 
Him,  our  dearest  possession  on  earth,  would 
come  easy.  He  healed  the  sick  of  humanly 
incurable  diseases,  restored  vision  to  the 
blind,  hearing  to  the  deaf,  use  of  their  limbs 
to  the  crippled.  He  commanded  the  raging 
winds  and  sea,  and  they  were  calm.  Proof 
after  proof  sprang  from  the  void  of  human 
impossibility,  at  His  most  casual  command, 
to  proclaim  His  divinity.  Over  the  plains  of 
Bethlehem  the  sky  had  become  a miracle  of 
vocal  splendor  to  herald  His  birth;  at  Cal- 
vary the  elements  protested  the  crime  of 
His  murder.  Quite  apart  from  the  super- 
human endurance,  the  unexampled  grandeur 
and  awfulness  of  His  Passion,  this  miracu- 
lous testimony  of  land,  wave  and  sky  should 
leave  no  doubt  that  His  death  was  like  no 
other  among  the  generations  of  men:  that 
''truly  this  Man  was  the  Son  of  God.” 

And  yet,  with  all  that  accumulation  of 
irrefutable  proof,  what  clinches  the  argu- 
ment for  our  Lord’s  divinity  is  His  Resur- 
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rection.  No  matter  how  impressively  He 
lived  or  died,  life  and  death  are  each  an 
experience  common  to  the  human  race.  But 
who  else  has  ever  come  back  to  life,  by  his 
own  power? 

Thomas  Found  Out 

So  incredible  it  was  until  men  actually 
knew  it  to  have  happened,  that  one  of  His 
very  apostles,  who  had  seen  Jesus  work 
miracles  daily,  could  not  believe  this  crown- 
ing miracle  of  all.  Thomas,  having  been 
absent  when  the  risen  Saviour  appeared  to 
the  other  apostles  in  the  upper  room,  would 
not  take  their  word  for  it.  ^'Unless  I see 
in  His  hands  the  print  of  the  nails,”  he  in- 
sisted, ”and  put  my  finger  into  the  place 
of  the  nails,  and  put  my  hand  into  His  side, 
I will  not  believe.”  Then  for  a second  time, 
when  Thomas  was  there,  the  Master  stood 
in  their  midst.  It  was  a familiar,  irresistible 
voice  which  Thomas  heard  inviting  him  to 
do  what  he  had  demanded  to  do.  He  put 
his  finger  into  the  wounded  side,  touching 
the  Sacred  Heart,  perceiving  at  once  the 
error  of  his  doubt;  and  suddenly  he  found 
upon  his  lips  an  unpremeditated  statement  of 
the  truth  which  has  echoed  on  millions 
of  lips  from  that  time  to  this.  A famous  act 
of  faith,  an  expression  of  the  most  beautiful 
discovery  knowable  to  man,  it  remains  the 
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surest  hope  of  our  war-troubled  generation, 
having  indeed  cheered  the  hearts  of  heroes  in 
foxholes,  and  sounded  to  the  heavens  from 
rafts  and  lifeboats  on  the  oceans  of  the 
world:  Lord  and  my  God!” 

Source  of  Our  Joy 

It  is  that  conviction  above  every  other, 
beyond  a doubt,  which  has  located  the  sov- 
ereign source  of  human  dignity,  the  spring- 
head that  feeds  our  innate  craving  for 
importance.  Unless  we  feel  our  significance 
in  life,  it  is  the  unanimous  verdict  of  psy- 
chiatry, we  cannot  but  lose  our  savor  for 
life.  But  you  cannot  chafe  under  a sense  of 
frustration  if  proudly  convinced  that,  had 
you  been  there,  you  could  have  pointed  out 
the  Saviour  walking  the  Galilean  roads,  and 
honestly  boasted:  ''There  goes  the  Man  who 
made  the  oceans,  the  mountains,  the  sun  and 
moon  and  stars  — one  of  my  kind,  who  made 
the  angels  and  all  else  ever  made  — and  He 
calls  Himself  my  Brother!”  You  cannot 
chafe  under  a sense  of  frustration  if  fondly 
convinced  that  this  omnipotent  One  partak- 
ing of  our  flesh,  identifying  Himself  with 
our  race,  still  abides  in  our  midst,  and  will 
continue  so  to  abide,  as  in  countless  taber- 
nacles around  the  earth  He  fulfills  His 
companionable  promise:  "Behold,  I am  with 
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you  all  days,  even  unto  the  consummation 
of  the  world.”  You  cannot  by  the  least 
shade  of  a possibility  chafe  under  a sense 
of  frustration  if  unshakably  convinced  that 
our  dear  Lord,  having  died  for  you,  then 
rose  alive  from  the  tomb  to  confirm  the 
truth  of  what  He  had  said  so  consolingly 
and  with  such  unmistakable  clarity  of  your 
own  immortality. 

And  with  that  — I suppose  because  of  its 
associability  with  the  matter  at  hand  — I 
suddenly  remember  the  look  I once  saw  on 
a mother’s  face.  The  mother  was  plainly 
losing  her  son  to  death;  yet  one  could  read 
in  her  look  the  firm  conviction  that  she  was 
not  losing  him  from  the  reach  of  her  prayers. 
It  was  a touching  manifesto  of  faith,  an 
announcement  upon  a human  face,  that 
death  was  only  transferring  the  boy’s  soul 
to  a higher  life  — its  true  home. 

The  Mother  Had  Faith 

These  are  the  facts.  The  dying  boy  had 
met  with  an  automobile  accident  and  was 
taken  from  the  wreckage  an  unconscious 
mass  of  flesh  and  bones.  Acquainted  with 
him,  as  a teacher  naturally  would  be  with 
his  pupil,  I visited  the  young  sophomore 
the  next  day  in  the  hospital,  where  I found 
his  mother  keeping  vigil.  There  were  five  of 
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US  in  the  room,  as  I so  vividly  recall,  but 
only  two  counted:  the  mother  and  her  boy. 
We  other  three  stood  by,  in  reverence,  before 
the  unconscious  agony  on  the  bed.  Over 
near  the  window,  worn  from  hours  of  sleep- 
less waiting,  yet  praying  her  rosary,  sat  the 
mother.  It  was  not  hard  to  tell  from  her 
hands,  from  the  way  they  came  alive  on  her 
lap,  from  their  impulsive  reaching  out  at 
each  new  spasm  on  the  bed,  that  they  wanted 
to  fondle  her  child.  Always,  however,  they 
returned  to  the  rosary,  lingering  over  every 
bead,  drawing  from  the  Hail  Mary  some  of 
the  sweetness  and  fortitude  of  the  Mother 
of  God. 

Then  it  happened  — something  that  must 
forever  enrich  anyone  who  witnessed  it.  At 
the  sound  of  a sob,  a very  gentle  one,  I 
looked  across  the  room  to  see,  written  upon 
every  feature  of  that  mother’s  face,  the 
beauty  of  Faith.  Saint  John  once  saw  it  on 
a Mother’s  face  too.  But  it  doesn’t  need  a 
saint  to  feel  the  force  of  its  charm. . . . How 
holy  grew  that  room!  No  one  broke  silence 
except  rarely,  and  in  whispers. 

That  was  all  there  was  to  it  — nothing  of 
the  dramatic,  nothing  hysterical  — just  a 
facial  expression  with  no  language  but  a 
sob:  a sob  trustful  and  calm  with  resigna- 
tion. It  arose  from  an  irrepressible  grief,  but 
the  look  which  accompanied  it  told  of  One 
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whose  love  is  greater  than  death  is  terrifying; 
of  One  who  had  wept  with  Mary  and 
Martha  at  a tomb  and,  in  words  of  omnip- 
otent beauty,  affirmed  His  mastery  over 
death;  of  One  who  proved  His  right  to 
utter  that  affirmation  by  immediately  calling 
forth  Lazarus  alive,  and  afterwards  Himself 
rising  from  the  sleep  of  the  tomb.  "I  am,” 
were  His  divine  words,  ''the  resurrection  and 
the  life;  he  who  believes  in  Me,  even  if  he 
die,  shall  live;  and  whoever  lives  and  believes 
in  Me,  shall  never  die.” 

Two  hours  after  I left  that  hospital  to 
return  to  the  college  campus  where  but  two 
days  before  the  boy  had  been  enjoying  life, 
word  came  that  the  young  sophomore  had 
just  died,  and  that  we  should  not  forget  him 
in  our  prayers.  Forget  the  lad?  And  with 
such  a mother?  Some  things  are  impossible. 
To  remember  her  courageous  sorrow,  the 
glory  of  the  Faith  in  her  tears,  is  still  a 
lesson  to  teach  of  life’s  essential  goodness, 
despite  its  many  disappointments,  its  many 
disillusionments. 

She  had  borne  this  child  into  the  world 
only  nineteen  years  before;  she  was  with 
him  now  at  the  end.  And  throughout  the 
brief  interval  she  instilled  in  him,  by  word 
and  example,  the  highest  wisdom  man  can 
know:  the  heavenly  doctrines  of  Jesus  Christ, 
No  doubt,  her  mother’s  heart  must  have 
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broken  with  memories;  yet  their  poignancy 
was  tempered  with  hope  and  courage  drawn 
from  the  thought  of  her  Crucified  Saviour, 
and  from  the  knowledge  that  her  boy  had 
often  knelt  at  the  Communion  rail  and  must 
have  been  spiritually  prepared  for  any  emer- 
gency, even  the  quick  violence  of  so  fatal  an 
accident.  This  was  the  message  implicit  in 
that  mother’s  look  at  the  bedside  which, 
when  noisier  experiences  have  long  since 
faded  beyond  recall,  remains  an  inspiration. 

An  Inspiration  Indeed 

A man  may  inherit  the  Faith  at  birth, 
have  its  answers  impressed  upon  him  as  a 
child  by  his  own  good  mother,  hear  its  doc- 
trines all  through  his  youth  from  the  pul- 
pits of  his  diocese,  and,  in  fact,  never  know 
a serious  intellectual  obstacle  to  his  assent  — 
but  this  was  one  of  those  lightning  reminders 
that  rouse  the  soul  to  what  has  so  easily 
been  taken  for  granted.  It  was  worth  a 
dozen  books  on  apologetics. 

And  such  reminders  can  be  had  for  the 
simple  price  of  keeping  one’s  eyes  open. 
Daily  life  is  full  of  them.  After  all,  that 
valiant  woman  saying  her  rosary  at  her 
son’s  bedside  is  typical  of  the  millions  who 
meet  the  challenge  of  death  with  a firm 
belief  in  its  utter  inability  to  destroy  the 
Communion  of  Saints.  Death  can  destroy 
nothing  at  all  of  the  Faith.  Its  opportunity 
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has  passed.  Having  had  the  Founder  of  the 
Faith  in  His  grave,  it  could  not  keep  Him 
there:  proof  irrefutable  that  He  is  mightier 
than  death,  and  must  be  God,  and  that 
consequently  what  He  taught  mankind  of 
the  world  hereafter  is  true.  This  it  was  — 
her  confidence  in  the  supreme  miracle  of 
Easter  — that  fortified  the  dying  boy’s 
mother.  It  was  her  guarantee  that,  in  losing 
her  son  to  death,  she  was  only  losing  him  to 
life  eternal;  and  that  nothing  but  the  loss 
of  grace,  the  grace  in  which  she  meant  to 
persevere,  could  prevent  an  endless  reunion 
between  the  two.  Death  held  no  sorrow  for 
her  which  her  faith  could  not  assuage  and 
turn  into  the  divine  disdain  of  Saint  Paul: 
"O  death,  where  is  thy  victory?  O death, 
where  is  thy  sting?” 

Confronted  by  the  inevitability  of  death, 
to  whom  can  we  turn  if  not  to  our  risen 
Saviour?  None  other  has  broken  its  tyranny; 
none  other  has  even  claimed,  still  less  proved, 
that  mastery.  Without  faith  in  Him,  life 
becomes  a joyless  boredom,  a meaningless 
riddle,  a jigsaw  puzzle  the  central  piece  of 
which  is  hopelessly  missing.  With  that  faith, 
not  a tribulation  known  to  our  war-ridden 
generation  but  may  catch  the  reflected  splen- 
dor from  His  own  agony  on  the  cross  which 
ended  in  that  stupendous  triumph  of  the 
Resurrection. 
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Really,  what  would  suffering  humanity  do 
without  the  Christ  of  its  hopes?  Even  those 
not  altogether  certain  of  Him,  as  soon  as 
dire  misfortune  strikes,  warm  to  Him  with 
the  naturalness  of  a flower’s  thirst  for  the 
sun.  As  in  the  days  when  the  heart-weary, 
the  lame  and  the  sick  lined  Judea’s  roads  to 
await  the  touch  of  His  hand,  and  crowds 
flocked  upon  the  Galilean  hills  to  hear  the 
unearthly  beauty  of  His  wisdom,  so  in  our 
atomic  age  multitudes  are  yearning  through 
their  anxieties  for  that  same  adorable  Pres- 
ence. What  a tragedy,  incomparably  worse 
than  atomic  ruin  itself,  that  so  many  of 
these  have  not  known  where  to  look  for  the 
perfect  fulfillment  of  their  yearning  desire! 

The  Blessed  Sacrament  Remains 

With  those  who  believe  in  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  it  is  different.  They  know.  For 
every  sorrow  that  death  lays  upon  them, 
there  waits  in  some  tabernacle  not  far  from 
their  home  the  same  approachable  Christ  to 
sanctify  their  bereavement  with  the  infinite 
wealth  of  His  sympathy.  At  any  hour  of 
the  day  they  may  visit  Him;  in  the  peaceful 
twilight  of  their  parish  church  they  may  talk 
to  Him,  their  faces  brightened  by  the  glow 
of  His  lamp,  their  minds  filling  with 
reassurance  that  this  is  He  who  rose  from 
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the  tomb  to  prove  once  and  for  all  the 
helplessness  of  death. 

They  will  return  unafraid  to  routine,  hav- 
ing left  their  fears  in  the  tabernacle.  They 
will  go  strengthened  in  the  conviction  that 
mothers  like  the  one  I have  mentioned  can 
now  put  joy  into  their  very  sobs,  because  a 
Mother’s  heart  broke  at  the  foot  of  the 
cross,  nineteen  hundred  years  ago,  when 
death  was  rendered  — for  such  as  that  boy 
of  the  accident  — the  gateway  home.  These 
privileged  souls  will  walk,  not  bowed  by  the 
cruelty  of  the  times,  but  erect  in  the  cer- 
tainty that,  come  what  may,  there  will  always 
have  been  the  Resurrection,  and  that  not 
even  the  most  dreadful  atomic  blast  can 
harm  the  man  or  woman,  the  boy  or  girl, 
whom  it  finds  secure  in  the  love  of  Jesus. 

The  beautiful  words  uttered  at  the  tomb 
of  Lazarus  still  hold.  Their  Divine  Author 
has  never  retracted  them.  They  are  the 
eternal  truth:  ''I  am  the  resurrection  and 
the  life;  he  who  believes  in  Me,  even  if  he 
die,  shall  live;  and  whoever  lives  and  believes 
in  Me,  shall  never  die.” 
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EXCERPTS  FROM  THE 
LITURGY  OF  EASTERTIDE 


From  the  Mass  on  Easter 

Oration:  O God  who  on  this  day,  through 
Thine  only-begotten  Son,  hast  overcome 
death  and  opened  unto  us  the  Gate  of 
Eternity;  even  as  by  Thy  grace  Thou  dost 
inspire  our  desires,  so  also  support  them 
with  Thy  continual  help.  Through  the 
same  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  Thy  Son,  who 
liveth  and  reigneth  with  Thee  in  union 
with  the  Holy  Ghost,  now  and  forever. 
Amen. 

Secret:  Receive,  we  implore  Thee,  O Lord, 
the  prayers  of  Thy  people,  together  with 
our  offering  of  sacrifice;  so  that  what  we 
have  begun  on  this  feast  of  Easter  may  by 
Thy  grace  become  a healing  remedy  unto 
life  everlasting.  Through  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  Thy  Son,  who  liveth  and  reigneth 
with  Thee  in  union  with  the  Holy  Ghost, 
now  and  forever.  Amen. 

Postcommunion:  Pour  forth  upon  us,  O 
Lord,  the  spirit  of  Thy  love,  and  in  Thy 
goodness  make  us  to  be  of  one  mind  and 
heart,  whom  Thou  hast  fed  upon  Thy 
Easter  Sacrament.  Through  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  Thy  Son,  who  liveth  and  reigneth 
with  Thee  in  union  with  the  Holy  Ghost, 
now  and  forever.  Amen. 
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A Homily  from  the  Office  of 
Easter  Day 

BY 

POPE  SAINT  GREGORY  THE  GREAT 

Text:  ''And  when  the  Sabbath  was  past, 
Mary  Magdalene,  Mary  the  mother  of 
James,  and  Salome,  brought  spices,  that 
they  might  go  and  anoint  Him.”  — mark: 
16:1 

Dearly  beloved  brethren,  you  have  just 
heard  of  the  holy  women  who  followed  the 
Lord:  that  they  brought  sweet  spices  to  His 
sepulchre,  and,  having  loved  Him  while 
He  was  yet  alive,  followed  Him  with  devoted 
tenderness  still.  But  their  deed  ought  to  serve 
as  a lesson  of  piety  and  edification  to  the 
whole  Church.  It  is  our  duty  to  heed  what 
they  did  so  that,  in  the  light  of  their  ex- 
ample, we  may  imitate  them.  This  we  shall 
do  — namely,  seek  the  Lord  — if  we  live  in 
virtue.  We  who  believe  in  the  Crucified  as 
did  they  who  brought  to  His  sepulchre  sweet 
spices,  can  achieve  the  equivalent  by  offering 
Him  the  fragrance  of  our  good  works. 
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A Homily  from  the  Office  of 
Easter  Tuesday 

BY 

SAINT  AMBROSE,  BISHOP  OF  MILAN 

Text:  ''Now  while  they  were  talking  of  these 
things,  Jesus  stood  in  their  midst,  and  said 
to  them,  'Peace  to  you!  It  is  I,  do  not  be 
afraid/  ” — luke  24:36 

We  see  here  the  marvelous  nature  of  the 
Lord’s  glorified  Body.  It  could  enter  unseen, 
and  then  become  seen.  It  could  easily  be 
touched,  but  its  nature  is  difficult  to  under- 
stand. The  disciples  were  afraid,  and  sup- 
posed that  they  had  seen  a spirit.  And  there- 
fore the  Lord,  in  order  to  show  us  the 
evidence  of  His  Resurrection,  said:  "Why 
are  you  disturbed,  and  why  do  doubts  arise 
in  your  hearts?  See  My  hands  and  feet,  that 
it  is  I Myself.  Feel  Me  and  see;  for  a spirit 
does  not  have  flesh  and  bones,  as  you  see  I 
have.”  — LUKE  24:38-39 

Therefore  it  was  not  in  a disembodied 
state,  but  in  the  full  though  mysterious 
reality  of  His  risen  and  glorified  Body  that 
He  had  passed  through  closed  doors.  Need- 
less to  add,  that  which  is  touched  or  handled 
is  a body. 
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The  Hymn  from  Lauds  on  the  Octave 
OF  Easter 

(as  translated  ry  rev.  e.  caswall) 

The  dawn  was  reddening  in  the  sky, 

With  ^'Alleluias”  rang  the  air; 

Earth  held  a glorious  jubilee, 

Hell  gnashed  its  teeth  in  fierce  despair: 

When  our  most  valiant,  mighty  King 
From  death’s  abyss  in  dread  array 
Led  the  long-prisoned  Fathers  forth 
Into  the  beam  of  light  and  day: 

When  He  whom  stone,  and  seal,  and  guard 
Had  safely  to  the  tomb  consigned 
Triumphant  rose  and  buried  death 
Deep  in  the  grave  He  left  behind: 

''Calm  all  your  grief  and  still  your  tears,” 
Hark,  the  descending  angel  cries, 

"For  Christ  is  risen  from  the  dead, 

And  death  is  slain,  no  more  to  rise.” 

O Jesus,  from  the  death  of  sin 
Keep  us,  we  pray;  so  shall  Thou  be 
The  everlasting  Paschal  joy 
Of  all  the  souls  new-born  in  Thee. 

Now  to  the  Father,  and  the  Son 
Who  rose  from  death,  be  glory  given; 
With  Thee,  O Holy  Comforter! 

Henceforth  by  all  in  earth  and  heaven. 

Amen. 
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The  Gospel  from  The  Mass 
ON  THE  Octave  of  Easter 

JOHN  20:19-31 

When  it  was  late  that  same  day,  the  first 
of  the  week,  though  the  doors  where  the 
disciples  gathered  had  been  closed  for  fear 
of  the  Jews,  Jesus  came  and  stood  in  the 
midst  and  said  to  them,  'Teace  be  to  you! 
As  the  Father  has  sent  Me,  I also  send  you.” 
When  He  had  said  this.  He  breathed  upon 
them,  and  said  to  them,  ''Receive  the  Holy 
Spirit;  whose  sins  you  shall  forgive,  they  are 
forgiven  them;  and  whose  sins  you  shall  re- 
tain, they  are  retained.” 

Now  Thomas,  one  of  the  Twelve,  called 
the  Twin,  was  not  with  them  when  Jesus 
came.  The  other  disciples  therefore  said  to 
him,  "We  have  seen  the  Lord.”  But  he  said 
to  them,  "Unless  I see  in  His  hands  the 
print  of  the  nails,  and  put  my  finger  into 
the  place  of  the  nails,  and  put  my  hand  into 
His  side,  I will  not  believe.” 

And  after  eight  days.  His  disciples  were 
again  inside,  and  Thomas  with  them.  Jesus 
came,  the  doors  being  closed,  and  stood  in 
their  midst,  and  said,  "Peace  be  to  you!” 
Then  He  said  to  Thomas,  "Bring  here  thy 
finger,  and  see  My  hands;  and  bring  here 
thy  hand,  and  put  it  into  My  side;  and  be 
not  unbelieving,  but  believing.”  Thomas 
answered  and  said  to  Him,  "My  Lord  and 
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my  God!”  Jesus  said  to  him,  '^Because  thou 
hast  seen  Me,  thou  hast  believed.  Blessed 
are  they  who  have  not  seen,  and  yet  have 
believed.” 

Many  other  signs  also  Jesus  worked  in 
the  sight  of  His  disciples,  which  are  not 
written  in  this  book.*  But  these  are  written 
that  you  may  believe  that  Jesus  is  the  Christ, 
the  Son  of  God,  and  that  believing  you  may 
have  life  in  His  name. 
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GUILD  PAMPHLETS 


Most  Rev.  Timothy  Manning:  The  Gr«y  Ox 

(Junipero  Serra) 

Rev.  William  Manning:  Thoughts  from  St.  Bjuaventura 
about  the  Mother  of  God 

Rev.  Charles  J.  McCarthy: 

Baptism  Boy  Wanted 

Boniface  McConville,  O.  F.  M. : 

Peace  for  Troubled  Souls  A Picture  of  the  Man 

Owen  F.  McCormack,  O.  F.  M. : The  Catholic  Family 
Noel  F.  Moholy,  O.  F.  M. : Our  Last  Chance 

Very  Rev.  James  II.  Murphy  : 

The  Bread  of  Life  The  Church  Matrimony 

When  You  Go  to  Confession  Who  Are  Catholics? 

Rev.  John  L.  Murphy:  Life  Values  of  the  Mass 
Albert  Nimeth,  O.  F.  M. : St.  Francis  and  the  Ihicharist 

Marius  Noe,  O.  F.  M.  Cap. : “A  Burning  and  a Shining 
Light”  — St.  Bonaventure 

Eric  O’Brien,  O.  F.  M. : Apostle  of  California 
Isidore  O’Brien,  O.  F.  M. : 

Blessed  Are  the  Clean  of  Heart  Brides  of  Christ 

Christ  the  Physician  The  Church  Our  Mother 

Compensation  Hands  Let  Us  Look  at  Life 

Light  of  the  Cross  Loneliness  and  Consolation 

Lord,  Teach  Us  to  Pray  Meaning  of  Christmas 
Member  for  Member  Our  Dead  Our  Father 

The  Plain  Truth  Besignation  (also  in  French) 

St.  Anthony  St.  Joseph  Sculpturing  Truth 

Shadow  of  the  Cross  Soldiers  of  Christ 

Ten  Commandments  of  Reason  The  Third  Order 
The  Parables  (4  pts.)  The  Sacraments  (2  pts.) 

Rev.  John  A.  O’Brien: 

The  Christian  Home  Until  Death  Do  Us  Part 

Palling  in  Love  Why  Be  Profane? 

Happiness!  But  Where?  Why  Not  Receive  Daily? 

Conall  O’Leary,  O.  F.  M. : 

What  It  Means  To  Be  a Tertiary 
Why  the  Third  Order  of  St.  Francis? 

Thomas  Plassmann,  O.  F.  M. : 

The  Seven  Words  of  Mary  Upon  This  Rock 

Francis  J.  Remler,  C.  M. : 

A Bank  Account  in  Heaven  Catholics  and  Sin 

Can  the  Bible  Be  the  Only  Rule  of  Faith? 

Is  Life  Worth  Living?  What  Is  a Good  Catholic? 

f 

Alphonsus  Ryan,  O.  F.  M. : 

Discouraged,  Sister?  Confidence,  Sister! 

Doctor  A.  F.  Sava:  A Doctor’s  View  of  Birth  Control 


GUILD  PAMPHLETS 


Edgar  Schmicdoler,  O.  S.  B. ; 

Concerning  Parents  The  Family  Your  Children 

Most  Rev.  Fulton  J.  Sheen; 

Communism,  the  Opium  of  the  People 
The  Lord’s  Prayer  on  the  Cross 

Rev.  R.  Southard,  S.  J. : Reporter  in  Heaven 
Rev.  Joseph  Stang;  Margaret  Sinclair 
Eugene  Cardinal  Tisserant:  The  Iron  Curtain  Pastoral 
Florence  Wedge:  Guardian  Angels 

Sebastian  Weber,  O.  F.  M.  Conv. : 

Butcher,  Baker,  Candlestickmaker  — and  Christ 
Complete  Religion  Divine  Art  of  Living 

Inside  Story  of  God  Mystery  in  Catholic  Churches 
Superman  and  the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation 

Alexander  Wyse,  O.  F.  M. : 

Franciscan  Vocation  The  Negro  Saint 

No  Small  Matter  St.  Francis  and  the  Christ-Child 

Shall  Heaven  Be  Filled?  Why  Penance? 

DEVOTIONAL  BOOKLETS 

Prayerbook  for  Our  Times;  Prayers  for  a Journey; 
Prayers  to  the  Infant  of  Prague;  Angelic  Chaplet 

Stations:  The  Way  of  the  Cross;  Crib  and  Cross; 
Priest’s  Via  Crucis ; Seminarian’s  Via  Crucis ; 
Stations  for  Eastertide;  for  Seminarians 

The  Holy  Eucharist  in  Our  Daily  Lives;  Holy  Hour; 
Three  Hours’  Agony  Devotion 

Little  Treasury:  of  St.  Anthony  (English  or  Italian); 
of  St.  Jude;  of  St.  Philomena;  of  the  Sacred  Heart; 
Little  Manual  of  St.  Madeleine  Sophie; 

St.  Anthony’s  Everyday  Companion 

Novenas:  in  Honor  of  the  Immaculate  Conception; 
to  St.  Benedict  the  Moor;  to  St.  Francis; 
to  Our  Sorrowful  Mother;  to  St.  Joseph 

The  Fortiuncula  Indulgence ; Marriage  Legislation  of 
the  Church;  Ordination  of  a Priest;  Mass  Dial 
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